

The Taming of the Shrew, 

And fo offend him: for I tell you firs, , 

If yon fhould fmilc,he growesirapatiem. 

Play. Feare not my Lord we can containe our fducs 
Were he theverieft antickein the world. 

Lord. Go firra, Take them to the Butteric, 

And giue them friendly welcome eucry one, 

Let them want nothing that my houfc affoords. 

Exit on e with the Play ers, 
Sirragoyou to Bartholmcw my page. 

And (ec him dreft in all fuites like a Ladic : ^ 

That done,condu£f him to the drunkardschambcr, 
And call him Madam, do him obcilanccs 
Tell him from me (as he will win my loue) 

He bare himfelfe with honorable aaion, 

Such as he hathobferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lerds,by them accomplifhed. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do : 

With foft lowe tonguc ; and lowly curtefie; 

Aind fay: What is ’t your Honor doth command. 
Wherein your Ladie.and your humble wife. 

May (hew her dutie, and make knownc her loue. 

And then vvith kindeimbraccments,temptingk;fles, 

And with declining head into his bolomc 
Bid him (jhed teares.as being ouer. ioyed 
To Ice her noble Lord reflor'd to healch, 

Who for this feuen yeares bath efteemed him 
No better then a poore and loathfome beggers 
And if the boy hauc not a womans guift 
To raine a fliower of commanded teares 
An Onion will do well for luch a Ihift, * 

Vyhich in a Napkin ( being clofe- conuei’d) 

Shall in defpight enforce a waterie eie : 

Sec this difpatch’d with all the haft thoii canft, 

Anon lie giue thee rooreinftrudfions. 

Exit a feruingman* 

I Know the boy will wcl vfurpe the grace, 

\ oice 7 gace ; a»d aftion of a Gentle weraan % 
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I lone to heare him call the drunkard hufband. 

And how my men wilt flay thcmfelucs from laughter 
When they do homage to this fimple peafant> 
lie in to counfcll them : hapiy my prdence 
May well abatetheomr-merrie iplecnc. 

Which otherwite would grow into extreames . 

Enter aloftthe drunkard with attendants .fomewith ayfr.nl, 
Bafonand £wer,& other appurtenances , & Lord. 

"Beg, ForGodsfakcaporoffmallAle. 

s Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lordlhipdrinke acupoffaeke ? 
a Ser. Wilt pleafe your Honor tafte of thefe Conferucs ? 

3 . Ser. What raiment will your honor weareto day. 

Beg, I am Chrifiophero Sly , call not mec Honor nor Lord- 
ftiip : 1 ne’redranke facke in my life : andif you giue meany Con- 
ferucs, giue mee conferuesofBeefe:nereaskmewhat raiment lie 
weare, for I hauc no more doublets then Baekes : no more (lock- 
ings then legges :nor no more fhooes then feet, nay fomtime more 
feet then fhooes, or fuchlhooes as my toes lookc through the o- 
uer leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafe this idle humor in your Honor, 

Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent, 

Otfuch polTeflions,and fo high efteeme 
Should dc infuled with fo foule afpirit. 

Beg, What would you make me macJAm not I Chrifiopher Site, 
old j’/^j-fonneofBurton-heathby byrtha Psdlcr, by education a 
Cardraaker, by tranfmutation a B care-heard, and now by prefent 
profeflion a Tinker. Aske CM am an IS a eke t the fat Alewifeof 
Winco t, if file c know me not : if fhc fay I am not xiiii. d.on chc 
fcore for flieere Ale; fcore mec vp for the lyingft knaue in 
Chriftendcme, W hat 1 am not beftraughc : here's 

3 . c Man. Oh thisit is that makes your Ladic moume. 

2 Mar. Oh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fhuns your houfe 
Asbeat en hence by your ftrange Lunacies 
Oh Noble Lord , bethinkethee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughtsfrcmbaniflimcnt, 

And banifh hence thefe abieft lowlie dreames •. 

Ixoke how thy . feruants do attendon thee. 
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